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A trip to the zoo for all 


Author's Notes: 
Damn you Trin, you made me do this! (Based during the Damaged Justice Tour which was the first time they 


came to Australia) 


Ah, thank God, another leg of this endless tour done! 


| collapse back onto my hotel bed. We had just finished our last Australian show and now we had a whole week 
off. A whole week! | almost couldn't believe it. We'd come straight from Japan, then to New Zealand and then 
we'd done three, or was it four, shows here. | couldn't remember the last day we'd had off, let alone a whole 
week without a show! 


Lars fell onto the sheets beside me, naked and clean having just come from a shower. His hair was damp and it 
spread behind his head all sexy-like on the pillow. Damn, he looked good for an exhausted person | couldn't 


remember the last time we'd had sex, certainly not in this hemisphere that's for sure. 


| opened with my best line: 


"Hey there, hot stuff” 


| gave his hair a little tug and stroked the side of his face, just in case my brilliant come on was too subtle 


for him. 
To my surprise he groaned and pushed my hand away. 
"Not tonight: I'm fucking dead, man." 


What? How could he resist the old Hetfield charm? | tried again: 


"C'mon, baby. | can't remember the last time we had some fun. Didn't you say we were going to fuck on every 


continent this tour?" 

"Ugh fine," he grumbled, "We can have sex. Just don't except me to be awake for it" 

With that he spread his legs and pointed to his groin. 

"Go for it, big guy," he said with a yawn 

"Oh well, that's sexy. Fine, fine, we'll sleep. But you owe me now." 

He grunted in reply and told me to turn off the light. There's always tomorrow morning, | spose... 


eR 


| was woken the next afternoon by my little Danish pastry giving me a vigorous shake. Heh, | knew he couldn't 


resist me for long. 

"C'mon James, get up or we'll miss the Zoo!" 

What? That doesn't sound sexy. 

"Huh?" | reply, always at my most eloquent first thing in the afternoon. 


"The Zoo! Management organised for us to go to the Melbourne Zoo and get a tour and everything. C'mon, get 


dressed. You can have breakfast on the way." 


| made sure to grizzle and complain as | pulled on a t-shirt and jeans; | was promised sex, Goddammit! Lars 


didn't seem to notice though. 


"You think they'll let me hold a Koala Bear? I've always wanted to cuddle one, they're so fucking cute, you know. 


Oooh, and you think they'll have kangaroos? Those big red ones, they look so fucking cool. And I've always 


wanted to see an emu up close and." 

| tuned him out. I've found my life has been so much easier since | taught myself to do that. 

We met up with Kirk and Jason downstairs. Unfortunately for me, Jason and Kirk were just as excited about 
the Zoo trip as Lars was. So much for a peaceful ride there, knowing Jason he'd be bouncing off the walls of 
the car until we got there. At least someone had the courtesy to shove a cup of coffee and a couple of 
donuts into my hand as we loaded into the van to get to the Melbourne Zoo. 

Jason didn't disappoint. He shoved himself next to me on the bus and immediately began rattling off facts 
about Australian animals he'd read in tourist information brochures that he'd picked up in the hotel lobby. Who 
taught him to read all of a sudden? 

"James, James, did you know that Koalas aren't actually bears?" 

"Is that so," | reply, looking out the window. 

"Yeah. Bears are mammals and koalas are actually marsupials. Isn't that interesting?" 


"Oh, fascinating." 


"Yeah. And did you know that Koalas don't ever drink water? They get all the hydration they need from 


eucalyptus leaves. And did you know that Koalas don't leave their trees unless there's bush fire!" 
Please, someone shut him up! 


"And did you know that kangaroos can swim? And that baby kangaroos are called ‘joeys'? And a group of 


kangaroos is called a mob" 
Must.not. kill. bassist...Too..expensive..to..replace..him! 
"Jason, c'mon dude. Leave him alone for a while." 


Ah Lars, light of my life. My Saviour! | sip the last of my coffee and settle back to nap until we get to the 


Zoo. 


We get to our destination much too quickly for my liking. To make matters worse we're greeted by a young 


woman who is much too perky for so early in the day. 


"Good Afternoon, gentlemen. Welcome to Melbourne Zoo. My name's Jackie and I'll be your Guide for today," 


she said, smiling a wide, white toothed smile. 


"Oh, Jackie! Jackie!" Jason yelled, putting his hand up and starting to jump around. 

"Er..yes?" Her smile faltered slightly. 

"Can we see the marsupials first? Pleeaaassse?" 

The smile came back full force, "Absolutely. We always start the tours there." 

"Awesome!" 

| have a feeling this is going to be a long day. 

lts only a short walk to the marsupial pen l'm surprised when they let us inside, looks like Lars will get to hold 
the koala after all. Jackie starts giving us a talk about the animals, pretty much the same as what Jason was 
telling me in the car. Lars gives me a paper bag full of seed, turns out we can feed the kangaroos and shit, 
that's actually pretty cool. 

| go over to a small group of kangaroos while Jackie is showing Kirk a wombat hole. These kangaroos aren't the 
big red ones Lars wanted to see, they're small and grey. Maybe they're some sort of midget kangaroo. | pour 


some seed into my hand and hold it out to one of them at the edge of the ‘mob’ (see, | am learning). 


The little kangaroo hops over and grabs hold of my hand with his little claws, looks at me then starts nibbling 
the food out of my palm. Heh, they are pretty cute actually, now | think about it. | think I'll call this one Lars Il. 


"James, come over here and see this!" Lars | yells at me from across the pen. Looks like Jackie's bringing out a 


baby wombat for Kirk to hold. 


"Coming." | pour the rest of the seed in my hand on the ground for Lars Il and tuck the bag into my back 
pocket, "See ya later, little guy.” 


Kirk is feeding the baby wombat from a bottle when | get over there. | think | may have diabetes now, that is 


so frikken cute. Jason is taking photos with a disposable camera. 


There's a scratching at my back pocket. What the? Ah, it's just Lars Il. | try shooing him away so | can take a 
picture of Jason with the wombat. | take a few steps back to get Lars and Kirk in the shot. 


AHI 


Fuck! That little midget bastard just bit me! Right on the ass too! That's it, he doesn't get to be Lars anymore, 
| think I'll call him Dave instead. 


"That thing just bit me!" 


"Oh," Jackie says, "so he did. | wouldn't worry, they don't have sharp teeth. | think he was just trying to get to 
the seed you have in your back pocket there." 


"James," Lars shoots me a look, "Stop teasing the animals, please." 
"| wasn't teasing him! It was an unprovoked attack! They're vicious. What if | need a rabies shot now?" 


Jackie shoots me another 1000 watt smile, "That won't be necessary, Australia's been rabies free for about 


twenty years now. Now, who wants to cuddle a koala?" 
"Oh! Oh! Me first, me first!" I'm pretty sure Jason almost came when Jackie suggested it. 


We leave the kangaroo pen. | make sure to back out, keeping an eye on Lars II and all of his evil minions, they 


stare at me with dark soulless eyes. Seriously, it's just like that scene in The Birds, only cuter. 

Jason already has a koala in his arms by the time I've turned around. Kirk is taking photos for him and making 
all sort of ‘aww’ and ‘ohh’ noises. Those two should seriously just do it and get it over with. ltd make 
everyone's tour a bit more relaxed, that's for sure. | didn't see the attraction myself, | mean, Kirk's fucking 
hot, he's like walking sex, and Jason's a giant flaming dork 

Jackie almost has to rip the koala from Jason so Lars can hold him. Aw, now that's a photo | want to take. 
Lars pulls a leaf off one of the eucalyptus trees and feeds it to his new fuzzy friend. The koala chews it up 


happily. Lars just has a way with animals. 


"Do you wanna hold him now, James?" Lars asks, throwing me one of those smiles of his which always makes 


me do whatever he says. 
"Yeah, sure." At least this one is less likely to bite me, as long as | keep giving it those leaves it likes. 


Jackie takes the koala from Lars and puts it in my arms. | try putting some leaves in it's mouth by it turns 
its grey head away, | spose it must be full by now. 


"Man, we gotta get a shot of this," Jason says with a giggle, shoving the camera in my face and almost 


blinding me with the repeated flash. 


l'm still blind and blinking like a startled owl when | feel something warm and wet begin the spread over my 
side, the side l'm holding the koala on 


"Oh dear," | hear Jackie say, "I'm so sorry. They do that sometimes when they get nervous." 
Fucking shit! Why me? Why am | always the guy who gets pissed on? 


"Just take the fucking thing away! Now!" 


Jackie puts the stupid koala back on its stupid branch. I'm sure it gives me a smirk as it climbs further up the 


tree. Stupid Almost-Bear. 
"Now | smell like koala piss! That's it, we're going home!" 
Jason makes a very dismayed noise and his bottom lip starts to wobble. 


"James!" Lars says through gritted teeth, "We're not going just because you have a little koala pee on you. 


You're such a fucking prima donna, Jesus!" 
"But my shirts ruined! You want me to walk around all day smelling of piss, do you?" 


"You won't smell of piss all day because Jason's just going to pop into the souvenir shop over there and get 
you a new shirt. Is that ok?" 


| grumble at Lars as he shoves some cash into Jason's hand and sends King Dork jumping off to buy me a new 


shirt. 

"NOTHING TOO GAY!" | shout after him. | don't think he heard. 

| take off my shirt and throw it into a nearby bin. Its ok, | won't miss it too much, it was only my third 
favourite Motorhead shirt. Jackie brings me a couple of wet wipes to clean myself off with, at least she's 


prepared. 


It seems to take forever for Jason to choose me a shirt. There's probably something shiny in there he was 


distracted by. 


"Here ya go James!" He says, grin wide as he shoves a white shirt into my hand. Good, at least it isn't pink or 


something. | pull it over my head and look down, 


The words "I (heart shape) Melbourne Zoo" stare back up at me. Pictures of cartoon koalas and kangaroos and 


emus cavort around the letters. Urrrggghhh. Why me? 
"Take it back! l'm not wearing this shit in publie!" 


"Fucking hell, stop being difficult!" Lars snaps at me, "You're embarrassing me in front of Jackie. Now be quiet 


and stop ruining everyone else's trip!" 


Why is he getting all shitty at me? It's not my fault | was pissed on and have to wear some baby marsupial 
shirt. It's not fair! 


To pay him back | shove my hands into my pockets and drag my feet all the way to the reptile house. Heh, 


that'll show hin! 
At least there are cool snakes and spiders and shit inside the reptile house. Kirk loves this shit, he picks up a 
bunch of pamphlets and asks Jackie a ton of questions. Jason buzzes around Kirk, trying to look like he isn't 


that interested in the guitarist but failing miserably. 


Its dark and a little cool inside here. | sidle over to Lars, he's standing in front of some ugly looking lizard's 


cage. The lizard pokes out a large blue tongue at us through the glass. 


"IFs nice in here isn't it?" Time to lay on a bit of the charm, Hetfield. That's it, just put your hand on his ass 


all casual like.. 

"Yeah, it is nice." Lars leans his head against my shoulder. Awesome, he isn't shitty at me anymorel 

| look around for somewhere a little more private. There's a small theatre on the other side of the room 
showing educational films about reptile habitats and the environment. | draw Lars attention to it and gently pull 
him inside. He gives me one of those small, secret smiles of his, doesn't argue when | pull him down onto my 
lap and start kissing him in the darkness. 

He slides his hand under my new shirt and laughs softly, "We'll get caught.” 

"Nah, we're cool. Jackie's keeping Kirk and Newstead busy. Just relax." 


"You're terrible." | can hear the smile around his words as he lets me kiss his neck. 


Fuck, this is hot. This is so hot! His hands undo my jeans and slip inside. | grab a handful of his hair and am 
about to push him down so he can make that pretty mouth of his useful when | hear a voice. 


“Alright children, now who wants to see a movie about lizards?" comes an elderly woman's voice, followed by a 


chorus of enthusiastic school kid's replies. 
Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! 


Lars moves faster than the speed of light off my lap and adjusts himself, pulling down his shirt and pushing 
his hair off his face. | jump up and tuck myself into my jeans, almost catching my fly on skin in my haste. 
Fucking kids! Fucking Zoo! Fucking everything! 


We both exit the theatre, heads down, faces covered as a bunch of second graders and their ancient teacher 


file in. Lars mutters something about the film being ‘very educational as he passes the old crone. 


I'm still trying to pull my shirt down over my crotch when we meet back up with Kirk, Jason and our guide. 


She's finished this part of the tour and we head out to the rest of the Zoo. 


After that it's pretty ordinary for the rest of the day, we see all the usual animals: lions, tigers, monkeys, a 
pair of elephants, some birds, plus some more Australian ones. Kirk really loved seeing the bilbies. If you're 
wondering what a bilby is, think of a kangaroo crossed with a rat and you'll be pretty close. 

We finally say goodbye to Jackie and her 200 tooth smile at the gift shop. | try to get everyone out quickly, 
but Lars, Kirk and Jason seem intent on buying the whole store. Fuck, | don't know why they want to 


remember this, | certainly don't! | go and sit in the van to wait for them. 


Kirk is the first to join me on the bus. He shows me the post cards and keychain he bought. Lars gets on next. 
He has a bag and funny smile on his face. 


"Wanna see what | got," he asks, cocking his head. 

"Amaze me." 

"Well, | got this hat..." 

He shows me a cap with a kangaroo on it. 

"A timeless icon of style," | comment: 

‘| knew you'd think so," he puts the bat back in the bag. "And | got this for you." 

A present? For me? 

He reaches into his bag and rustles around, pulls me out..a stuffed toy koala. Little Danish Prick. 
| narrow my eyes, "You're a bastard, you know that.” 


"But this one can't piss on youl" Both him and Kirk start laughing, | had a feeling Kirk would have a hand in this, 
he can't help himself. 


"You're so getting a spanking when we get back to the hotel,” | growl at Lars when he stops giggling. 
"Is that a promise?" he asks, leaning his head onto my shoulder and batting his eyelashes at me. 


He bites his bottom lip and looks up at me. Shit, | love it when he does that. | lean my head down close to 
his..slide my hand up his thigh..close my eyes... 


"James! Look at this! James!" 


Mother-fuck! 


| breathe in and out a few times, to suppress my strangling urges, before | answer. 
"Yes, Jason? What is it?" 
"Look! | got the same shirt as you! Now we match!" 


Oh God.. 


They'll pay, they'll all pay! 


Revenge... 


Author's Notes: 
If you haven\'t noticed, I\'m on a bit of a kink kick ATM.. 


Lars wants to take a nap when we get back to the hotel. That's fine, it gives me a little time to get ready for 
tonight, he's going to pay for what | went through today. He doesn't even notice when | slip out of the room 
and he's still fast asleep when | get back. 

Perfect. 

He finally wakes up at about 8 o'clock, all fuzzy and disoriented. It's the price you pay on tour, you learn to 
sleep whenever you can. | let him take a shower and | order some room service. We eat it on the bed, 
watching the Australian News. 

It's only after that that he starts to twig. 

"Hey James." 

"Yeah, babe?" 

"The phone cord has been ripped out of the wall. We'll have to get someone up from the front desk to fix it" 


‘Oh, really? | wonder how that happened" Heh heh. | don't anything to interrupt what | have in store, my sweet. 


"Maybe the cleaners knocked it or something. So, you wanna head grab Jason and Kirk and head out to a couple 
of bars tonight?" 


"Hmm? Oh, Kirk told me him and Jason have plans tonight already. | don't feel like going out anyway." 


That at least is the truth, Kirk and the Dweeb King are going out tonight. No doubt to walk beside romantic 


vistas and order drinks with two straws in the glass and other vomit inducing activities. 

"Ah, that's cool," he nods and looks around the room, finally notices my little surprise, "James." 
"Yes, my love?" 

"Where did all that rope come from?" 


| just laugh. Well, cackle, really. He looks up at me oddly, then comprehension seems to dawn in his mind and he 


scoots away from me on the bed. 
"James." he says, warning in his voice, "What's going on in that sick mind of yours?" 


| grab his wrist with one hand and pull him back close to me, "Remember what | said on the van earlier? 


About the spanking you deserve?" 
"James!" his voice is a little higher now, "I was just kidding. thought YOU were kidding." 
"Baby, you should know by now that | never kid." 


That's when | make my move. Fuck! He can fucking move fast when he wants to. It takes me a while to catch 
him, and when | do it's only because | manage to get him boxed in between the bed and a corner. Then | have 
to keep a hold of him while | get the rope and handcuffs, he's a slippery, wriggly little bastard, | almost lose 
him twice! 


| thought all I'd need to do was handcuff him to headboard but he seems intent on being a bitch about this 


and tries to kick me a couple of times. | guess I'll have to tie his legs down too. 


"JAMES HETFIELD, IF YOU DON'T LET ME GO BY THE TIME | COUNT TO FIVE | SWEAR TO GOD, THE 
CONSEQUENCES WON'T BE PRETTY!!!" 


"Sweetheart, if you don't quiet down you're gonna wake up the whole floor." 


"| don't care who | wake up! You let me go right now! At least untie my legs, you bastard! You're fucking sick, 
you know that. Hey, what are you going to do with piece of cloth? You're not going to..you wouldn't dare..stay 


Ahhh, perfect. It isn't quite silence but I'll take it. | look down at my prize, spread eagled on his belly, tied to 
the bed and gagged, almost naked.. 


Ah shit! He still has his boxers on | really should have gotten him naked BEFORE | tied him down, now | can't 
get them off without untying him and if | untie him he'll probably try to kick my head in. Well, he didn't exactly 


give me much choice here. That's what scissors are for | guess. 


He's still wriggling around like a worm on a hook when | turn around to root through my suitcase but he stills 
when he sees the light glint off the cool steel of the scissors. His eyes go wide and a frightened whimper leaks 
out from around the gag. 


| snap the scissors open and closed a couple of times and give him a grin. His skin flinches and trembles just 
slightly when he feels the cool metal press against the back of his upper thigh. Three quick snips and it's done, 


| pull the now useless fabric away and throw it into a corner. 


"You see, sweetheart. That didn't have to happen, but it did because you were being a fucking pain! Now, are 
you going to be good or am | going to have to bring out the blindfold?" 


| close the scissors and run the blunt tip down the centre of his spine, just to illustrate my point. He shivers 
again and arches his back, eyes rolling back into his head. I'll take that as a yes. 


Then | get off the bed and leave him there. He feels my weight leave the mattress and looks around for me, 
not an easy task when you're tied down. | go over to the mini-bar and get myself a beer, take another look at 
him. He keeps pulling at the handcuffs and tugging at the ropes around his ankles, he makes these sweet little 


grunts as he looks around for me, | stay just outside of his eye line. 


After half the can of beer is gone | finally speak, "Fuck, you look hot like that. | can't believe | didn't think of 


this sooner." 

His head snaps in the direction my voice came from but I've already moved. 

'| spose I've been saving it up really, for a special occasion" 

He whines around his gag and starts to pant. | can see sweat starting to bead on his forehead. 

"And after today, | guess | just need to let off a little stream." 

My can of beer is empty now and | go and get myself a new one. | have a few sips of this one and sit down 
again on the bed next to him. | pour a little beer onto his lower back and he jumps against the feel of the cold 
liquid. 

His pale, beautiful buttocks shift and quiver beside me. A tiny drip of amber liquid slips off the top of his 
cheek and winds its way, agonisingly slowly, down to his hip. | stop with my fingertip and lick it off. He tastes 


like strong Australian beer, sweat and just the tiniest metallic hint of fear. 


| work my tongue further over his back, lapping up all of the beer left there. Lars starts groaning against the 
fabric in his mouth and rubbing his body against the sheets. He really is shameless sometimes. 


Without even thinking about it, | lift my hand and give his left butt cheek a little smack, not much more than a 


tap really. The way he writhes around when | do it though, | know l'm on to a winner here. 


| give him another smack, harder this time, and get a similar result. He isn’t pulling against his bonds anymore, 


he's getting into it. 


A third, this one to the juncture between his buttocks and thighs, and he screams around the gag, pushing his 
hips up into the air, begging for more. 


Fuck! He's loving it. | look down at my palm and it's already bright red, I'll have to find something else to punish 


him with or I'll do myself some damage. | already know what l'm going to use. 


A quick skip into the bathroom and | find it right where | left it this morning. Lars' big, paddle hairbrush. Wood, 


with a wide square back and a nice long handle. Perfection 

Then it's back to the bed. | rub my hand over his now pink butt, there's an almost perfect imprint of my hand 
there now. | kiss him on the pinkest part, and move back. | give him a few little practice swings, just so he can 
get used to the new, harder paddle. 

"You like that, baby? You think you can handle this?" 


He moans and nods, eyelids fluttering. | bring the back of the brush down firmly onto his right buttock, he 
squeaks. | do it again, and again, and again. To get a better grip, | turn around so l'm facing his legs and wrap an 
arm around his torso, lifting him slightly and holding him still. 

| pour every little bit of frustration and anger from today, yesterday, the whole frikken tour out onto his ass. 
Every few minutes he jerks and whimpers, pushes back against me. Soon we have a rhythm, my pounding, his 


jerking, my swinging arm, his swinging hips. Hypnotic, lost, wanting.. 


Then | feel him stiffen and he gives a low wail, bites down hard on the gag. Something warm and sticky drips 
onto my arm and | feel his body go limp against my side. 


Well, well, welll 

"You came? Just from a spanking, you actually came?" | grab his hair and pull his head back 

His face is red with shame and his eyes are watering. He looks up at me, begging me with his eyes. 

"You fucking whore. You dirty, fucking whore." 

| let go of his hair and his head falls forward, his hands twist and untwist the sheets where he can grab them. 
| lean over his body and bite his earlobe, his neck, his shoulder, move his long hair over one shoulder and bite 
the absolute centre of the back of his neck His whimpers are soft now, no fighting anymore, he's docile, pliant, 
obedient.. 

All mine. 

He's left one of the disposable cameras from today on the bedside table. Now, if that isn't serendipity | don't 
know what is. | pick it up and check how many photos it has left in it; about half a roll of film is left, that's all 


| need. 


"Smile for the camera, baby.’ 


The first photo is just of his head. Gagged mouth, heavy eyelids, the dawning shock captured perfectly as the 
flash goes off. 


Then | step back from the bed, take a couple of the whole of him. Different angles, from behind and above. He 
looks so beautiful, | stop for a while just to look, start rubbing myself through my jeans. | take a few shots 
just of my hand grabbing the tortured flesh of his buttocks. 


"You know, | wonder what the guy developing these is gonna think? You reckon they get much of this kinky shit 
at those One Hour Photo places? Reckon he'll be shocked, disgusted by a little slut like you?" 


The thought seems to be just occurring to Lars as well, he starts to struggle against the cuffs again, shaking 
his head at me as | continue to snap away. Action shots, awesome! 


Soon there's only one photo left on the roll, | know the shot | wanna get but he'll have to cooperate. 


‘lm gonna undo one of the cuffs. You act like a bitch and you'll be punished. Be good and I'll end this quickly. 
What's it gonna be?" 


His eyes challenge me for a moment but then flick down, he gives in. Good. 
| undo the left cuff, grab and twist that arm behind him so it pulls him onto his side, exposing his chest to 


me, making the skin taut and his rib cage more apparent. He's so vulnerable, just a doll for me to play with. His 


head flops back and he looks up at me, a bizarre parody of innocence with those pink cheeks and wide eyes of 


his. 
That's the shot. Right there. 


"All done." | stoke his face, putting the camera back on the bedside table, "See, when you're good, it isn't so 
bad, is it." 


His eyes flick down again, he hooks a finger from his freed hand into one of the belt loops on my jeans. He's 
trying to ask nicely, how sweet. 


If you want it, you'll have to get it yourself." 

He moans and begins to try to undo my button and pull down my fly, not an easy task with only one hand to 
work with. Eventually he gets the fly down and reaches into my underpants, pulling my cock free and stroking 
it for me. 


"Let's make that mouth of your useful, hmm." 


| pull off the gag and throw it away. He opens and closes his mouth a few times, stretching his jaw, whispers 
my name. | kneel on the bed, let the tip of my cock brush against his lips. He locks eyes with me, pulls me 


closer with his free arm, wrapping it around my hips and takes me in his mouth. 


His right arm is still constrained, pulled back behind him painfully as he sucks my cock. | decide to cut him a 
break, he's been so good. While he continues to suck and lick, | grab the handcuff keys from behind me and 
unlock him. His other arms snaps ‘round as soon as it's free and wraps itself around my hips to meet its twin 
He embraces me, holding me tight to his face as he continues to do wonderful, wonderful things with his 


tongue. 

It's time to finish this. | pull out of his mouth and he whines, falling down on the sheets as | move off the bed 
| look back and almost come just from the sight of him. His ankles are still tied to the bed, his legs pulled wide 
apart by the constricting rope. He's leaning on his knees and elbows, hair falling in front of his sticky face, 
panting, rubbing his wrists. 

| should have saved some film. 


| throw the lube onto the bed, "Get yourself ready. Quick or else.." 


Fu-uck, | really should have saved some film for this. Watching him shamelessly finger fuck himself, it's almost 
fucking art, you know. | pull off my jeans, stroke myself a few times. 


When he's ready he leans back over onto all fours, wiggles his arse at me. | get back onto the bed and lie down 
onto my back, lift up one of legs so | can get between them. He gives a little grunt, plays coy as | start 


pushing him down onto my cock, hands on his shoulders. 


He bites his lip, sways back and forward ever so slightly until he's fully seated on my hips. | move one hand to 
his hip and start rocking him back and forth properly. 


"That's is.ugh.show me what you can do.." 

He runs his hands over his chest and begins tweaking his own nipples. Those hands of his move up over his 
neck, gathering up his hair and holding it behind his head, displaying himself. Still rocking him with one hand, | 
move the other and grasp his dripping cock, letting him thrust into it. 

His eyes flutter open and closed as he gets closer, he starts whining out parts of words, nothing whole: 
"Plea.now..oh. jay..aaah." 

Rocking him faster, pushing against him harder, snarling at him, twisting my own fingers into his hair. Can't 
think anymore. Can't concentrate on anything, anything except his hips, his mouth, his cock, my cock, that hair, 


those eyes. 


He shivers and jerks, warm come splattering over my chest. I'm not finished yet, | hold him tight onto my hips 
and keep rocking him, his hands weakly grasp at my biceps and his head falls back, mouth open. 


"James..ch god..” 

Every muscle stiffens and bunches, electricity burns through my spine, | spill myself inside him. Fuck. FUCK. 
Holy Fuck! 

He falls forward, exhausted, head to the side. | run the tips of my fingers down his spine, stroke them over 
his abused buttocks. He twitches and grimaces. | almost feel guilty for a moment. Fuck, | wish | had a cigarette 


right now. 


He starts to make little whining noises again | look down and he's pulling at the restrains on his ankles, 


uselessly plucking at the knots with clumsy fingers. 

| grunt, "Maybe | should just leave you like that" 

"Please James..my ankles, sore." 

| kiss the top of his head, "Well, since you asked so rice... 

| slip from under him and crawl down to the end of the bed, flopping down to work at the knots lazily, taking 
my time. | free his left, then his right ankle. He sighs with relief and rolls over onto his back, wriggling his toes 


and moving his feet in circles. 


"How's that?" | ask, moving back up and pulling him close to me. | tuck his head under my chin, he fits 
perfectly there. 


He murmurs pleased noises into my chest, nuzzling closer. 
| close my eyes, stroke his back some more as he drifts off to sleep. 


| don't think he'll ever make me go to the Zoo again.. 


Through a Wall, Darkly 


Author's Notes: 
Wow, this is getting long. 


Kirk was very frustrated. He was tired of dating, he tired of holding hands, he's tired of cuddling, he was tired 


of romantic dinners and long walks beside the seaside, Kirk wanted, needed, to get laid. 


Id gone beyond just plain old being horny, it was a desperate, heavy need deep within the guitarist's belly. 
Everything, EVERYTHING, made Kirk think about sex; the vibrations of the tour bus sent him crazy, the feel of 
his guitar pressed against his crotch made his face red, the sight of Jason changing his shirt almost sends 


him into convulsions, almost left him on his knees and begging for the smallest touch. 


A week ago it was so bad, Kirk had almost started humping Lars. Seriously, humping him! It'd been before a 
show, the four of them just hanging around in the changing room, he'd been standing next to Lars as the 
drummer was wrapping his fingers with tape. Jason had taken off his shirt and was doing push ups in one 
corner of the room. Kirk's eyes were drawn there, his vision tunnelled until all he could see was Jason, he 


smooth back, his fair skin, the almost red hair.. 
"Kirk, KIRK? What the fuck are you doing man?" 
"Wha? Oh! Oh my God, sorry, sorry." 


Lars had given him a funny look but then laughed. It's just Weird Kirk being weird. Neither Lars nor James 


understood the pain Kirk was in, even Jason, the object of his ardent desire, seemed blissfully unaware. 


It didn't help that the whole tour, Lars and James had been fucking like rabbits, rabbits who had been 
condemned to death. He could barely handle their togetherness in his current state, let alone hearing them 


through the hotel room walls every..fucking..night, sometimes two or three times a night! 


Tonight had to be the worst it had ever been. Something had happened that last night in Melbourne between 
Lars and James, something kinky, and now they seemed to have stepped up their efforts in making Kirk's life 
hell. 


Kirk sighed and rested his head on his palm, yep, just another ordinary night for him, listening to two of his 
band mates make passionate love through a hotel wall while playing ‘Scrabble: Travel Edition’ with Jason. Fucking 
A. The guitarist began to eye the mini bar, wondering how many mini bottles of alcohol it would take to make 
this evening better. Fuck, he might as well go all out and eat all the chocolate bars as well, he's not getting laid 


after all, who would care if he's fat! 


Another sigh falls from Kirks lips, Jason might care. But that's the thing, Jason was so sweet, so clearly 
infatuated with Kirk, he'd probably be completely blind to it. Kirk should really hate Jason by now, he is the 
source of all of Kirk's frustration after all. They'd been ‘sort of dating’ for months, months of dinners and 


movies and hand holding and warm kisses..and no sex. As much as Kirk hinted and subtly suggested and even 
outright asked for Jason would. Not. Have. Sex. With. Him! 

The headboard from Lars and James' room began to rhythmically bang against the wall next door. Again. Jason 
shook up the tiles in the Scrabble bag and picked out his ones, the pink tip of his tongue poking out of his 
mouth as he reached in. Kirk felt another sigh coming on. 

"Your turn, Kirk You get three." 

"Thanks, Jase." 

Kirk picked out his letters, examined the board 

B-A-N-G-I-N-G 


"Ooh, good word, dude. That's 60 points for you.” 


Kirk snorted, it really should be ‘B-A-N-G-M-E: but that's two words and Jason got very thingy about 


Scrabble sometimes. From the other room Lars began to moan in time with the thumping headboard. 


Jason stared intently at his letters from behind his glasses. Kirk liked those glasses, they were cute. Connecting 


it with the 'G' at the end of Kirk's ‘BANGING, the bassist spelled out the word ‘GABLE’. 

The game continued. Kirk spelt out ‘LEER’ from Jason's ‘GABLE’, Jason spelled out ‘RANDOM: in return. Kirk 
replied with ‘ANAL’, Jason added ‘NEVER’ to the board. Kirk almost laughed then, there was a certain Zen 
quality to Jason's obtuseness at times. 

From the other room Lars could be heard talking: 


"Oh yeah..oh fuck yeah..yes! Oh yes, Daddy." 


Kirk's eyes went wide, that was a new one! Jason either hadn't heard or wasn't bothered by it, he was 


concentrating on his Scrabble pieces, clearly stuck on his turn. 


"Yeah, that's right," James’ voice took over from Lars’, "You a fucking dirty bitch, aren't you? Aren't you, 
Bitch?" 


"THAT'S IT!" the bassist exclaimed suddenly, throwing his pieces down on the Scrabble board, "Bitch! | just 


couldn't see it. Triple word score for mel" 


Kirk felt tears prick at his eyes, this had to be a form of cruel and unusual punishment. 
"Hey, its your turn, buddy," Jason said with a small smile, giving Kirk a light poke to the arm. 
"| don't really feel like playing anymore, Jase." 


"Aw, really? We were just getting into it and everything. So, you wanna play something else? I've got Travel 
Chess and Travel Uno." 


"What exactly makes ‘Travel Uno' any different from regular Uno?" Kirk asked, amused. He could never get 


really angry at Jason. 
It has the word ‘travel! on the front of the box. guess that's about it really." 
The guitarist snorted and stood from their table, stretching. "I think I'm gonna take a shower. A cold one." 


"Cool, take as long as you need, I've already had mine," Jason replied with a smile, packing the Travel Scrabble 


back into its box. 


Kirk headed into the bathroom, "Oh don't worry, it should only be for the rest of the tour," he muttered to 


himself. 

Under the bracing spray of the shower, Kirk tried to breathe deeply and calm himself. He could get through 
this, he just had to think very un-sexy thoughts. Think about.James shaving his legs. That's very unsexy. The 
time he walked in on their tour manager banging some chubby groupie, definitely unsexy. 

A big, fat bald guy wearing a bikini, now that's unsexy. Hell, what about their tour manager in a bikini while 
you're at it. Kirk finally settled on an image of the tour manager, in a bikini, having sex with the big fat bald 
guy. He felt his sexual desire leave him, a sense of warm, calm contentment replacing it. 

Just as Kirk was finishing washing his hair he felt the cool spray switch to warm and then back to cool. That 
meant the shower from the next room over had just been turned on Dread filled the guitarist, this could only 
mean one thing.. 

‘Oh baby..yeah, that's so good." 

Yep, right on cue. 

"Mmm..oh God..gonna fuck you hard, you dirty litle bitch..so hard." 


"Yes..ah, oh please, yes! Fuck me in my tight ass, please..oh sweet Jesus.” 


Kirk couldn't take it much longer, he felt he was about to go insane. He found himself briefly wondering if 


there was an opening in Megadeth's line up. 
"Motherfucker..yes.. ah, you like that don't you? You fucking whore.” 
That's it, no more! 


Kirk fled the shower, barely bothering to turn off the taps. He ran straight back into the main room, dripping 
with water, naked and panting. 


"Kirk! You're not wearing your robe! You'll catch a cold if you're not careful." 
"We. Need. To. Go. To. Bed. Right. NOW!" Kirk groaned, stalking over to Jason with a strange light in his eyes. 
Jason backed up a little, "But.but it's only 10 o'clock. | was hoping to catch the late news" 


"News? NEWS? I'LL GIVE YOU NEWS!!!" Kirk barked, advancing further, "Here's a newsflash: Kirk Hammet, 


guitarist of Metallica, wants to have sex with you! Oh, here's another: We're going to have sex right now!" 
Jason was backed up against the wall now, his eyes wide.. 


"And here's an update from our weather guy: Forecasts indicate a strong chance of fucking with increased 


fucking through to the next day!" 


Kirk placed a hand on either side of Jason's head, leant in close and buried his face in the other man's hair. He 


felt Jason shiver beneath him, felt a hand come to rest on his waist. 
"Oh man.l..| don't know, Kirk." 


All the frustration and anger drained out of the guiartist when he saw the apprehension in Jason's eyes. He 


sighed and wrapped his arms around Jason's neck, hugging him warmly. 
"Fuck.l'm sorry Jase, l'm sorry. | didn't mean to scare you." 
"Its ok.we're cool, dude. You're dripping on me though..." 


‘Oh, sorry. I'll just.grab a towel" Kirk sighed, unwrapped himself from around Jason's neck and pulled away to 


go back into the bathroom, dry himself off. 
Jason was left standing, stiff as a board against the wall. He let a long breath shudder out of him. He couldn't 
keep this up much longer, his resolve was crumbling! But he couldn't, just couldn't, give in or he'd lose what 


he'd spent months building up with Kirk. 


The bassist began to twist his fingers into the damp material of his shirt, a nervous habit. He just had to be 


strong and resist. He couldn't bear the thought of losing Kirk, of Kirk breaking it off when he found out.. 


When Kirk found out that Jason..was bad in bed Shame ran through the bassist, Kirk was like purring sex 
personified, he was just a bumpkin who got lucky when he found himself at the cool kids table. Jason was 
absolutely certain that Kirk would dump him like so many used napkins when he discovered Jason's. limited 


experience in such matters. 


Kirk walked back out of the bathroom, still naked and flopped himself down onto the bed. His back was too 


Jason, his shoulders hunched over in defeat. 

"You ok, Kirk?" 

"Yeah, l'm fine. | just might head off to sleep now." The guitarist's voice was light but there was a strain to it. 
From James and Lars’ room bed springs could be heard squeaking. There wasn't any pounding this time, or 
dirty talk. It was softer, more intimate. Kirk made a choking noise, grabbed the pillow from behind his head, 


pressed it to his face and screamed. 


Jason went over and sat on the bed behind the other man, placed a hand on his shoulder, "I'll go down and ask 


for another room if you like. We need our sleep." 


Kirk pulled the pillow away and stuck it back behind his head, he slid a hand under Jason's shirt onto his 


sternum, "Sleep's not what | need." 


"Ah..l.l'm just gonna go and..and," Jason began to sweat as Kirk bit his lip and continued to slide his hand up 
Jason's chest, brushing against one of his nipples very lightly. Jason's toes curled on the carpet. 


"Kirk.lm not. don't think." Jason fumbled with his words, the last of his strength failing him. 


"Don't think, just don't think for a while." Kirk finished for him, using his hand on Jason's chest to push the 


other man down onto the mattress, "Just relax." 


Kirk leant over Jason's body, his hair falling around both their faces like a dark curtain, Jason stared 


transfixed. 

"Just relax.." 

The guitarist leant in and kissed him, on the mouth, on the cheek, the forehead, the neck, collarbone. His hand 
slid down and across his chest, over Jason's taut stomach, over the rough denim of his jeans. Jason jerked and 


gave a small gasp as Kirk found his target, long dextrous fingers making short work of button and fly. 


"Kirk. but.what if?" he managed to pant out. Jason couldn't even remember why he was objecting at this point, 


the room was spinning around him, his face, neck, ears felt so very hot. 


"Just relax." 


Kirk was pushing up his shirt for him, Kirk was kissing his stomach, Kirk was beautiful, Kirk was massaging his 


cock, Kirk was moving lower, Kirk was an angel, all things to all men.. 
"Relax." Kirk's voice was a gentle whisper, his breath fire as he lowered his mouth down onto Jason's cock. 


Jason didn't reply, he closed his eyes and placed a hand on Kirk's head, fingers burying themselves into dark 
curls. Kirk used Jason's distracted state to his advantage, slowly pulling off the bassist's jeans as he sucked. 


Jason wasn't entirely sure how he got naked, or how he ended up with Kirk beneath him on his belly, legs 
pushed wide apart, or how two of his fingers got to be thrusting inside Kirk's ass, all he knew was that he 


didn't ever want this to end. 


Kirk groaned at the penetration, knuckles white around the pillow he was grabbing. This is what he wanted, 
more than just an orgasm, he could get that himself from his own right hand; no, what Kirk had been wanting 
was this right now: the heat, the potent weight of another body behind him, the intimacy of just being held 


and holding another. The touching. Someone..Jason's..flesh against his own.. 

Jason's hand groped up the bed spread and found Kirk's, their fingers interlaced, hands squeezed reassuringly. 
Kirk could feel that weight, that beautiful heavy, burning body, leaning harder against him. Kirk closed his eyes, 
throat tight and dry, tried to groan as Jason entered him. 

Jason moved slowly, afraid his mind was going. This was a dream, just another beautiful dream. In a moment 
James was going to shake him roughly by the shoulder and he'd wake up alone in one of the narrow burks of 


the tour bus. 


Kirk whispered his name, Kirk squeezed his fingers once more, Kirk's hair moved like oil over his shoulders. No, 


this couldn't be a dream, no dream was ever this good.. 

"Faster..go, faster," came the voice from below. Divine command. 

"Ah..Kirk..fuck.Kirk..” Jason leant down to kiss the tan shoulders beneath him, picking up sweat on his lips. 

Kirk groaned properly, pushed back against Jason's thrusting hips, spread his legs further apart. Fuck! He was 
close. It'd been so long, he was so hot and Jason's body was so firm, pinning him down, holding him in place as 


he tried to move. Kirk wanted Jason to touch him, grab his cock which was neglected and full beneath him. 


The guitarist lifted his head, Jason's rubbed against the side of it, he felt lips against his ear. Using all of his 
strength, Kirk managed to arch his hips off the bed, guided one of Jason's hands between his legs. 


Jason got the message. He was a little rough, rhythm a little erratic, Kirk didn't mind. He moaned, hips bucking, 


trying to make Jason move even faster within him. The weight behind him, the cock in his ass, the heat on his 


prick, too much, so close.. 
Jason was moaning, strangled noises, whines and gasps. Kirk's eyes rolled back into his head, something dark 
began to flutter through his groin, something that was getting bigger, making his skin burn, his limbs shake, 


making him say ‘please’ over and over again. 
king him say ‘pl d g 


Then it was over. Kirk flopped onto the bed with one last, contented sigh. Jason shuddered once more and lay 


his body flush against Kirk's back. 


Kirk smiled lazily, this was it. The weight, it was still there, holding him in place, keeping him grounded to this 
planet. 


Jason shifted, placed another kiss to the shell of Kirk's ear, "I should move, probably pretty heavy." 


"Nah," Kirk reached a hand behind his head to run fingers though rough brown hair, "it's fine. Just.stay for a 


while." 
Jason yawned, nuzzled against the curls in front of his face, "I might fall asleep though." 
A small laugh, "IIl survive." 


From the next room over nothing could be heard anymore. Silence fell like a comforting blanket over Kirk, 


wrapping his mind in cotton wool. 


Finally..sleep. 


Heart of Darkness 


Author's Notes: 
Joseph Conrad never went to Australial 


There is nothing better in the world than waking up to a blow job. Seriously, nothing! Ok, maybe playing the 
music you've made to thousands of adoring fans every night might be slightly better, but wake up blow jobs 
are a close second. It's even better when your own personal sex kitten is the one doing the blowing. Fuck! If I'd 


known that all that spanking shit would send Lars so fucking crazy | would have done it years ago. 


His hand moves up over my stomach, he drags his fingernails over my ribs. Shit! Getting a little forward are 


we? | grab his hair and pull him up off my cock, mash our lips together, fuck him with my tongue. 
"You like that, huh? Couldn't even wait till | fucking woke up, could you? Can't control yourself!" 


Lars moans when | flip him and shove him down onto the bed, pin him to the sheets with my arms, one over 


his stomach, the other holding his thighs. | give the head of his cock one pass with my tongue and he twitches 
"You want it, sweetheart? Tell me how much you want it! 

"| want it so bad. So bad, James. 

"What do you want, baby? What do you want me to do to you?" 

"LI want you to suck my fucking cock Put it in your mouth. Oh God, please, please do it" 

| love it when he begs. | give him what he asked so nicely for. 


He gasps and twitches and struggles under my arms as | suck him. | know just what he likes, what makes him 


come. He grabs at my hair, gibbers away. | give his balls a squeeze and take him deeper into my throat. 

| can feel him shivering, his hips jerk up into my face. "James.'m gonna.l'm gonna." 

He spills himself in my mouth, | suck it all down. He's getting well trained, he's learning. 

| get up, letting him go from where | was pinning him. | slide off the bed and stand beside it, grab him by the 
hair and pull his face close to my crotch. He opens his mouth to take me in again but | shake my head, smile 


down at him. 


"No. Not this time. You haven't earned this yet, today." | stroke my cock a few times in front of his face. "All 


you've earned is me jacking off on your pretty face." 


| speed up my rubbing, he shudders, raising a hand to rub over his chest. Those big green eyes flick between 
staring intently at my hand on my cock and my face. | grunt and close my eyes, he's writhing around on the 
bed under my hand which still has a firm grip on his hair. 


My come splatters mostly onto his face, some in his hair, some dripping down onto his chest. He opens his 
mouth, trying to catch some. | rub my fingers over the wetness on his left cheek and shove them into his 
mouth for him to clean. He sucks my fingers until | give him a little push so | can sit down on the bed. 
"You're fucking filthy,” | growl, pulling him close for one last kiss, "Go wash yourself” 

He sniggers, "But thats how you like it, baby. Order some breakfast, will you, I'm fucking starving." 


| snort and give his ass a slap as he walks past, "What do you want?" 


"Get me those pancakes we had yesterday, and some fruit salad and coffee..oh! And plenty of orange juice 


while you're at it" 


The shower begins to run while | make the order. He finishes pretty quickly, for him at least, and comes out 
to snuggle before the breakfast arrives, tucking himself under my arm. He checks his watch. 


"We'd better eat quickly or we'll miss the courtesy bus out to the ferry." 
"What ferry?" 


He grimaces and gives me a little smack, "The ferry we're taking to go and swim with the dolphins. Remember? 


Its only all that Jason and Kirk have been talking about since we got herel!" 
"Oh, that ferry.” 


After Melbourne we still had about a week before we had to get to our next show in Europe so we'd decided 
to make the most of the time off and have a bit of a holiday. Management flew us out to Western Australia 
and set us up in this swanky Resort near the coast. Plenty of activities to keep us busy: swimming with 


dolphins, bush walks, all that sort of stuff. 


To be honest though, all | fucking wanted to do was stay in bed all day with my new kinkier Lars. And | didn't 
really want to get that much more acquainted with Australian wildlife after what happened at that fucking Zoo. 
Lars had insisted on keeping that toy koala by the way, he'd had Kirk sew it a little outfit and called it Mr 


Blinky. | kept trying to lose it, but it always found its way back into our suitcases, one way or another. 


"Can't we just spend today here?" | ask, stroking his back and giving his ass a little squeeze, "We can play with 
all those nice toys you bought in Perth." 


"We spent all of yesterday in bed! We can't just spend the whole trip indoors, baby. This is fucking Australia, 


we have to do some outdoor-sy stuff" 


Well, at least | wasn't likely to notice if a dolphin was pissing on me, being in the ocean and all. | accepted defeat 


and ate breakfast with him. Lars could probably use a break anyway, he was starting to limp a litle. 


Kirk and Jason meet us at the bus and we climb on ls it just me or is Kirk looking very pleased with himself? 
Jason's looking like a smug little fucker too. | hope they finally got it on, all that sexual tension bullshit was 


giving me a headache. 


We sit for a while, waiting for the other passengers to arrive. Jason and Kirk sit behind me and Lars and 
giggle, | hear the sound of lips meeting and shifting around. | look back and Jason is holding up a big map of 
Western Australia for him and Kirk to super secretly make out behind. Jesus Christ, why me? 


The other group coming with us for the dolphin trip is a bunch of middle aged Japanese women, they file on 
and sit together, chatting amongst themselves as we all drive off. Apart from a few curious glances thrown 


our way we mostly ignore each other. Lars curls into my side again and we both doze for most of the drive 


to the ferry. 


The weather is good for a boat ride. It's a clear day, not too much wind, a few seagulls coasting through the 
air overhead. The guide (Dan this time) gives us a talk about the area, the dolphins, safety and all that stuff. | 


don't think anyone really listens, its too nice a day for a lecture. 

We eventually arrive at a bay where all the dolphins are playing today. | can see them from the boat, silver 
flashes in the water, jumping around and blowing water. We dock at a small jetty on the beach and everyone 
hops off the boat, most of the Japanese ladies go sit on the sand but we all head straight for the water. 
Jason and Kirk swim out into the deeper water amongst the dolphins. | hang back with Lars, he isn't a strong 
swimmer, he just sort of paddles around in circles really. It's cute, besides | get to feel him up a bit in the 
relative privacy of the ocean 

"James!" he squeals as | grab him under the water, "Be careful or we'll both fucking drown!" 

"You worry too much, baby. | got you." 

His arms wind around my neck and he clings onto me, cheek pressed against mine, | can hear him panting a 


little in my ear. The water laps lazily around us, warm and crystal clear, | can see the sand on the bottom and 


some little fish. A lone dolphin swims over to us, it swims around us in circles and looks at us smiling. 
"Go on, babe, he won't bite." 


| give Lars a little push and he paddles over to the dolphin, taking hold of its dorsal fin. The dolphin takes him 


for a little swim in a circle and brings him back. That's cool actually, they're pretty smart these dolphins. The 


dolphin swims between Lars’ legs a couple of times, pokes him with his nose, horses around.. 

Kirk swims over to us, saying he's feeling tired, wants to go sun bathe for a while. | look out to the deep 
waters and Jason is still having the time of his life out there, he actually riding on the back of one dolphin. Kirk 
and Lars swim in, Kirk taking it slow so my Baby can keep up. 

Then it's just me and Mr Dolphin. 

It circles me a few times, still giving that silly grin. 

"What do you want, dude? I'm not really into playing around" 

It swims up next to me, pushes me with its nose. It seems to be trying to make me turn around | think. 
"What's up? You want me to help you save Little Timmy or something?" 


It doesn't answer, it's a fucking dolphin. They don't talk, not matter what Jason believes. 


The dolphin gives me another shove, harder this time, this time swimming behind me. Fuck! They're fucking 
strong these things, you forget that sometimes. 


"Fuck! That hurt, be gentle!” 


Its still behind me, pushing me over and over again with its nose. Shit! Is it trying to kill me? Have | angered 


the dolphins in some way? 


Another shove and it gets me under the water this time! What the fuck is up with this fucking dolphin? What 


does it want from me? 


One more shove under the water and | feel the dolphin trying to get onto my back. It's moving behind me, 
flapping its tail, pushing me down with all its weight. 


No.. 
No, it can't be... 
It can't want to... 


No, please God, no! 


| struggle valiantly against it. Fucking hell, | did not survive the Sunset Strip in the early 80's unmolested to 
end up like this! Think, Hetfield, think. What did the tour guy say to do in the event of dolphin rape? 


FUCK! | DIDN'T FUCKING LISTEN! 

Why didn't someone make me listen? Oh God, I'm going to die and the autopsy report will state cause of death 
as ‘Raped to death by Ocean Dwelling Mammel: | can see Lars at my funeral now, wearing a black lace veil, 
throwing himself on the coffin dramatically, the dolphin being led away in handcuffs... 

No! | can't let Lars live out the rest of his life as a widow. | have to fight back! 

Somewhere in the back of my mind | remember that the way to fight off a shark in the event of an attack is 
to poke it in the eye. Right! Dolphins aren't that different from sharks, they're certainly just as evil. | twist my 
body around to face my attacker. 


| manage to deliver a punch right to that fucker's eye. Hah! Got you, motherfucker! Take that! The dolphin 


squeals and wiggles off me, clearly disoriented. 


| don't stick around to gloat. | take off for the shore as fast as | can swim, desperate to get out of the water 
and away from the Raping Dolphin from Hell. 


| finally make it to the shallows, crawling up the beach, completely exhausted. | flop down on the sand, roll over 


onto my back and stare up at the sky. 

| am alive. 

When | finally get my breath back | stand up and stumble over to Lars and Kirk on their towels. 
Lars smiles up at me from reading a magazine, "Hey, baby. Have fun out there?" 


| stare dumfounded. They didn't see anything, they don't know what happened, l.. was just molested and they 


missed it. 

| can't say anything, | just can't. I'm so ashamed. 

"It.it was ok." 

"Cool!" Lars pats the towel next to him, "Come sit next to me, Daddy, rub some sunscreen on my back." 

He winks up at me. Fuck! He wants to get all frisky, right here on the beach? In front of Kirk, the tour guy, all 


those respectable Japanese ladies! Well, ok, Kirk is asleep, the tour guy is nowhere to be seen and the Japanese 
ladies aren't in the least interested in us..but still, it's not right! | just can't. The dolphin.. 


He's still looking up at me, worry creasing his forehead now. "Are you Ok, babe? You look a little pale.” 
"'m.l'm fine. Just.a bit tired, swimming and shit, you know." 


"Oh, ok. Well I'll rub lotion on you then, sit down," he nods down at the towel and picks up the tube of 


sunscreen. 


| sit down on the towel and let him start rubbing the cream on my back. This is ok, it's just Lars, he loves me, 


he'd never..hurt me. 

| close my eyes, let the sun soak onto my face. I'm ok, | will be ok. It was just a stupid horny dolphin, | just 
need to relax and try to forget. Lars' hands rub over my back, gentle, slow. He touches the back of my neck, 
my triceps..and suddenly his hands aren't his hands anymore. They're slimy grey flippers, they're pushing 
against me, they're everywhere..Fuck! FUCK! 

| think that's enough on my back!" | say, a little sharper than | meant to, "Illl do my front." 

| take the tube from him and rub a little sunscreen on my chest. He looks at me, more concerned, 

"Baby, are you sure you're alright. You're shaking a little." 


| look at him, see all the care in his face, he's worried about me. 


"l'm fine. I'm just feeling a little sick, that's all. | think | ate too much shrimp yesterday." God, please let him 
buy that. 


"Poor James," he says, pouting at me, "Lie down and let Dr Lars make it all better." 
Oh man, what does he want from me now? 


He gives me a little push to the chest so | lie down on the towel. We kiss a few times, his hand resting on my 
stomach. This isn't too bad, | can handle this. Just as long as we keep it pretty innocent, | can handle it. 


Still, when Jason comes leaping out of the water and rushes over to us, | don't think I've ever been happier to 


see him. 


"Hey Guys!" he shouts out, hopping from foot to foot with excitement, "Man, that was so awesome! | think the 
dolphins made me their King!" 


King Dork of the Dolphins. Heh, that works actually. 


Jason throws himself down next to Kirk and kisses him a few times, making exaggerated ‘mwah’ noises each 


time "Would you like to be my Dolphin Queen?" 


Kirk laughs and gives him a kiss back, wrapping his arms around Jason's shoulders, "Hmm, | dunno. What's the 
pay like?" 


"Not great. But you do get sexual favours from the Dolphin King." 


Ugh, could they be any more sickening? Lars leans over to talk to them and | lay down, putting an arm over 


my eyes and trying to forget this whole awful episode ever happened. 
After a couple of hours and after all the Japanese ladies have gotten photos with the dolphins and with Jason 
for some reason | didn't really understand, we all got back on the ferry and started heading back to land | got 


on a slightly more broken man than | had been leaving it. 


Lars pushes up right next to me on the ferry, he pressed his warm sandy body right up against my side and 


rubs against me. Fuck! What now? 


"Hey babe," he whispers in my ear, letting his tongue brush against me, "when we get back to the room, let's 


skip the bush walk this evening and have a little fun" 
Um, how about no. 


"But, you were looking forward to the bush walk so much. You were the one talking about doing outdoors 


stuff!" 


"I know," he bites his bottom lip and gives me a sexy little smile, "but | reckon this'll be so much 


more.educational" 

| shiver, can't he see | just can't today. His hand rests on my thigh and starts moving upwards. 
"God, | can't wait to get back to the room and have you tie me up again" 

| shift under his hand and look out the ferry window at the water, he doesnt get the hint. 


| was thinking we could play with some of those toys | bought. Remember the whip? | want you to fucking go 
crazy on my ass with that." 


A strange strangled noise comes out of my mouth, | feel tears behind my eyes. 
"Maybe | could play with those dildos, hmm? Fuck myself with them while you watch." 


Shit! | can't take much more of this! 


"Baby, please." | mumble, pushing his arm down a little more, "Those ladies are watching." 


He just chuckles a little, "I know and fuck that makes me hot." 


The rest of the boat trip is me fending off his amorous advances. Shit! This must be what its like to be in a 


relationship with mel Jesus, l'm an asshole. 

The bus ride is even worse, he's being eqged on now by Kirk and Jason who are back to making out behind that 
map. | keep trying to distract him with stuff we're driving past but it's no use, it's like he has a one track 
mind. 

"Baby! Baby!" | try, "Look out there at that mountain. Isn't it cool." 

"I'd rather be looking in here at you," he replies, stroking his fingertips up my arm. 

Erk, | have to put him off somehow. | need time to recover from my attack, time to rest. We pull up to the 
Resort and he practically chases me into our room. Lars locks the door behind him and begins to advance on 
me. 

"Er.uh..Baby, you know what | feel like doing?" | feel myself backing away from him. 

"What's that big boy?" 

"You know, we haven't had a really good talk in ages. Why don't you tell me more about your fascinating 
telling me about." 

l'm trapped against the bathroom door now. 

"You're so fucking sexy when you play all cute, Baby, you know that?" 

My hands brush over the wood of the door, | finally find the handle. Fucking Yes!! 


"lim not feeling well." is all | get out as | fall back through the door and slam it behind me. 


Fuck, I'm shaking. | breathe deeply for a few moments, leaning against the sink for support. There's silence 


from the other side of the door. 
"Baby." his voice is small, concerned, "are you ok in there?" 


"No." | say, trying my best to sound sick, "l.l definitely ate some bad shrimp, | think. Yeah, it was definitely 
those shrimp on the barbie we ate yesterday, I'm sick. Really sick" 


| moan a few times, not in a sexy way, in a sick way, so he buys it. 


"Oh baby, l'm so sorry! Want some help in there?" The door knob rattles as he tries to come in. 


"No, NO! I'll be fine. Why don't you go on that bush walk with Jason and Kirk? I'm just going to stay here and 


rest for a while. Recover, you know. You don't want to ruin your afternoon watching me puke." 


Oh God, please let him buy it. There's silence for some time on the other side of the door. | moan a few more 


times for dramatic effect. 


"Well..ok. But | won't stay out long. And you go straight to the front desk if you start feeling really sick, 
alright?" 


Thankyou Lars, | love you so much right now. 
"Yes, yes | will. Have a good time baby. Take lots of photos for me." 


"I will, you just rest” | can hear him moving around the room, putting on some bushwalking clothes probably, | 


slide down against the bathroom door. 

‘lm going now," he says, tapping on the door, "I love you, Babe." 

"| love you too, Lars..so much." 

| hear the door to our room close and | finally breathe easily for the first time this afternoon | need a 
shower and then some sleep. That's all, | just need some sleep and I'm sure I'll feel better. | scrub myself 
thoroughly in the shower, getting every last trace of the ocean off me and head back into the main room. 

| close the curtains and pull back the covers. Mr Blinky stares at me from the top of Lars’ suitcase, his eyes 
blank and accepting, wearing the little Metallica shirt Kirk sewed for him. | take him out of the suitcase and 


look at him, he isn't really all that bad | suppose. 


Holding Mr Blinky close | pull the sheets up over my head and fall into a black, dead sleep. 


The Darkest Hour 


Author's Notes: 
Nothing to say this time apart from thanks again, Trin. You are just awesomell 


“That was the worst fucking walk I've ever been onl" Kirk snapped, throwing his hat and disposable camera 


down on the bed, "I fucking hate this country!" 


Jason's lips formed a thin line and his brow creased with concern, "Let me get you some cream for your 


bites..." 
Kirk sniffed dramatically and threw off his boots, "I don't want any stupid cream. What if Tracy was wrong 
about that spider? Hmm? What if it wasn't harmless? What if it's really poisonous and l'm dying and you're 


worried about finding stupid cream instead of taking me to hospital!" 


‘lm pretty sure Tracy knew what she was talking about, dude," Lars said, flopping down on one of the chairs in 
Jason and Kirk's room and taking a sip of water from a bottle, "she caught the spider for you and everything." 


"And she did check it in her book," Jason offered from the bathroom, rustling around, looking for insect bite 
cream. "Besides, you did walk though the spider's web, it didn't have any choice but to fight back" 


"Hey! | was being chased by a plague of wasps, | was the one who didn't have any choices! It was me or the 


spider's web." 


"Kirk, one wasp does not equal a ‘plaque of wasps," Lars sighed, slightly amused but more annoyed by Kirk's 
histrionics, "if anything it was a plague of wasp. Singular.” 


Kirk sniffed again and started scratching his side, "I'm itchy," he whined, "Jaaason.where's the bite cream?" 


"Don't scratch too much or you'll make your sunburn worse," Lars warned as Jason bought out the tube of 


white cream. 

"You should have put on the mosquito repellent like Tracy told you, babe," Jason said as he rubbed the thick 
cream over the Kirk's shoulders and neck, “evening is the worst time for bugs like that. Lars, do you have any 
aloe vera gel in your room for the sunburn? | don't think | have any." 


"Hmm? No, sorry." Lars was distracted, he was wondering if James was feeling better. 


"l'Il just have to go out and buy some. Why don't you have a shower, Kirk, it'll make you feel better.” 


"| don't want a shower! I'm dying and none of you care! You'll be sorry when you have to find a new guitarist 


in the middle of a tour." 


Lars rolled his eyes, Kirk could be such a drama queen sometimes. He stood and stretched, it hadn't been that 
bad of a bushwalk despite Kirk's numerous mishaps. He had gotten some pretty cool pictures of these funny 
birds with their feet on backwards. God, this country was weird. It was almost like being on the Moon 


sometimes. 


‘lm going to check on James, you guys. Take it easy, Kirk," the drummer said, taking his water bottle and his 
camera with him as he left. Kirk ‘hmph'd' in reply and rolled into a foetal position on the bed as Jason fussed 


over him. 


Gently opening his hotel room door, Lars peeked his head in and saw that James was still asleep, the bed 
covers pulled up over his head. On silent feet, he padded over to the sleeping form, pulled back the sheets to 


reveal James’ face. 


Lars had to suppress a chuckle when he saw the toy koala tucked under James' arm. He must really have 


been feeling bad to go to Mr Blinky for comfort. Well, Lars is here now, no need for Mr Blinky anymore.. 
Lars crawled onto the bed, James stirred, his brow creasing in sleep. The smaller man ran his fingertips down 
the side of James' face, cupped his chin. He leant in, placed his lips gently over James’, trailed his other hand 


over the broad chest. 


James made a small whimpering noise in his sleep, he shifted on the pillow. Lars kept kissing him, when James 


mouth opened for him, he slipped his tongue inside. 
It happened in a flash. One second he was kissing James awake, the next he was lying flat on his back while a 
frightened shriek echoed through the air around them both. Lars propped himself up on his elbows and looked 


over at James who was now sitting up with his head in his hands. 


"Alright, now you really fucking need to tell me what's going on with you, manl" Lars snapped, sitting up, "Ever 


since we got back from that boat trip you've been as weird as fuck and | think | deserve to know why!" 
James sucked in air and blew it out, "I'm so sorry, babe, I'm so sorry." 


Lars sighed, not angry anymore, "I know, | know. Just tell me what's wrong. Everything's better once you talk 


about it." 
‘| can't," James groaned, anguish in his voice, "You'll laugh at me. It's just so stupid." 


"If it's making you this upset it can't be stupid," Lars whispered, placing an arm around James' shoulder and 


leaning in close, "Just tell me what's wrong. | promise | won't laugh." 


"Well," James took a few more breaths, steadied himself, "You know at the bay, where we were swimming with 


the dolphins." 

"Mmm hmm." 

"Well.after you swam in, | was alone with that dolphin and..and the dolphin.” 

"Yog?" 

James took Lars hand in his own, examined the fingers, "The dolphin..t, it." his voice dropped, "it molested me." 


Lars didn't make any noise, James briefly considered that Lars was so sorry for him he'd actually been 
shocked into silence. 


A snort.. 
A smothered giggle.. 


No suck fucking luck! 


"You promised you wouldn't laugh!!" James groaned, flopping back on the sheets and pulling them over his face 


to cover his shame. 


‘lm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm so fucking sorry, baby," Lars managed to get out between giggles, "So what? It 


seriously made a pass at you?" 
"It tried to mate with me, Lars! It was fucking horrific! | thought | was going to drown" 


‘Oh man, you're right. It is terrible." Lars tried to keep a straight face but the thought of some madly horny 


dolphin humping James to death was just too hilarious. 

James snorted, Lars's laughter was catching, "I guess it is sort of funny... 

"Its fucking hilarious!" 

"Hmph, well just be glad it didn't happen to you," James said, sniffy but not mad. 


"I know, | know. Oh, my poor baby, this hasn't been a good trip for you, has it?" Lars pulled down James’ sheet 
again and kissed the tip of the larger man's nose. 


It hasn't been all bad," James shrugged, "we had some fun, at least." 


‘Mmm, that we did," Lars wriggled his eyebrows and kissed James again, a quick peck. "So what do you want to 


do tonight?" 
"Let's just get room service and order a movie, | don't feel like finding a restaurant." 


"Sounds like a plan," Lars replied, leaping up to find the remote and the phone, "What do you feel like for 
dinner?" 


James ordered a steak, Lars a pasta dish and a couple of beers for the room. They both settled back against 
the bed for the evening. 


"You chose a movie, babe," James handed the remote over to Lors. 


"| think | have an idea." Lars giggled and scrolled through a few menu choices on the hotel's movie order 
screen, "What about this one?" 


“Back Door Bondage Sluts b: The Director's Cut isn't quite what | had in mind, Lars," James shook his head, 


"Just choose an action film or something, | feel like watching something explode." 


They ate their dinners mostly in silence, watching the movie. It was an action film, just like James wanted, he 


made the appropriate ‘ooh’ and ‘that's awesome’ noises when a building went bang. 


Lars smiled, at least things were getting almost back to normal. He had a feeling James just needed a bit of 
time to relax and then things would be back to where they were. The drummer squirmed a little in his place 
with anticipation, thinking of James’ hand coming down on his buttock's, of James’ cock being shoved into his 


mouth, of being fucked into oblivion, of being used and treated like a nasty little whore.. 

The credits of the film began to roll. Lars ran a few fingers through his hair, his eyes fluttered almost of 
their own will and he snuggled over to the larger man's side. His heart began to beat faster, his face flushing 
with lust. Lars' eyes worked their way up James’ long arms, over his muscular chest, the long blonde hair, the 
eyes closed in sleep.. 

Wait! The closed eyes! James had fallen asleep! There he was, snoring lightly, his dinner plate still balanced on 
his lap. Lars sighed, his shoulder's slumping slightly. He picked up both their plates and put them back on the 
room service tray then pulled the sheets up James’ body. So much for a good spanking tonight. 


Lars opened the room door to wheel the tray out into the hall. His attention was drawn to Jason and Kirk's 


room where the sound of conflict was spilling out into the hall. 
"You don't care about me! All you want is sex!" came Kirk's yell. 
"Baby, that's not true at alll" Jason replied. 


"I have had the worst day of my life and you're just interested in fucking me. ls that all | am to you? A quick 


lay?" 
"No! No! | love you, Kirk” 


"You don't love me! You're using me! | can't believe | trusted you to rub lotion on my back!" Kirk was almost 


crying by this point. 
"You're being crazy, sweetness. Thats not you talking, it's the spider bite affecting you." 


"Oh! Now you think I'm irrational. You don't take me seriously, no-body takes me seriously in this band! Well, if 


you don't appreciate me, you can get out!" 

"But Baby...” 

"Don't give me that! Out! Get out!" 

Lars winced as the door to Kirk and Jason's room was opened and Jason was shoved out, the door slamming 
behind him. Jason was shirtless and wearing his soft pyjama pants; he looked more shocked than anything, like 
he'd just seen some rare and bizarre monster. Lars sighed, at least he wasn't alone in not getting laid tonight. 


"Hey Jase. Trouble in paradise?" he asked, smirking a litte. 


"Oh man, tell me about it! He'll be ok, | think he might have a bit of heat stroke or something," Jason cocked 
his head and looked at Lars, sensing the other man's unhappiness, "How you going, dude?" 


"Eh, alright. James fell asleep after dinner, | think we're in the same boat" 


"Oh" Jason nodded his understanding and pushed his glasses up his nose, "H's a good thing | always keep the 


Travel Uno on me then, isn't it!" 


Like some sort of amazingly uncool magician, Jason whipped a pack of Uno cards out of his back pocket and 
held them out with a wide smile towards Lars. Lars cocked an eyebrow, it wasn't like he had any other plans 


tonight. 


Lars slid down the wall to sit next to Jason as he dealt the cards. They played for a while before Jason picked 


up the conversation again. 
"Man, no offence but | wish | wasn't here right now." 
Lars chuckled, "None taken. | sorta had other plans tonight too." 


"Hmm," Jason picked up another card, "so what's wrong with James to have him out like a light at nine thirty?" 


"He's just had a hard day, he'll be alright" 
"Ah" 


"Kirk's had it pretty tough today too." Lars offered, trying to distract Jason from the Uno game he was 
beating Lars at. 


"Hmm, yeah," Jason threw down a ‘Draw 4' card with a triumphant smirk, "He's just a bit of a grump right 


NOW... 


The conversation drifted off again until Jason sighed and placed his chin down on his hand, "I miss Kirk." he 


said, eyes sad. 
Lars was about to offer something comforting in response but Jason kept talking. 


"I know it isn't his fault ‘cause he's had a really bad day, but | hate it when he thinks | just want sex from him 


just because | was touching his butt!" 
Lars blinked twice, not entirely sure if he heard correctly. 


"| mean, | do want sex from him but not right now when he feels so bad. | was just touching his butt because 


he likes having it played with, you know." 
"Dude," Lars said, eyes almost popping out of his head, "That was way too much information there.." 


‘Oh, right. Sorry," Jason blushed slightly and pulled his Uno cards up closer to his face, "I thought you wouldn't 


mind because..you know..." 
"I know what?" Lars asked, fearing the answer already. 


"Well, you and James..you know..some hotel room walls are pretty thin and.me and Kirk we hear things 
sometimes..and..well..basically we know you like being spanked. A lot!" The last part came out quickly, as if Jason 


could somehow negate the embarrassing nature of what he was saying by saying it faster. 


Lars's mouth dropped open, his hands started to shake. They knew! Fuck! How many other people knew about 
his.proclivities? He'd have to start being quieter. But on the other hand the noise was half the fun. Lars 
decided then and there to organise better hotel rooms from now on, one's with sound proofing were about to 


become part of Metallica's tour rider. 


The drummer was pulled from thinking about this by Jason, who had continued to talk despite Lars’ horror. 


Jason had become sentimental in the interim. 


"that's the thing about Kirk, he's always full of surprises," the bassist was saying, "and he's pretty smart, 


you know, he always has good words for Scrabble. And man, you should see him sometimes, it's just amazing 
how good he looks. He can just look perfect and he doesn't even try. | think he's sensitive about his teeth 
though, he keeps talking about how he wants to get them fixed when we get off this tour but | don't know...” 


Lars began to tune Jason out as he continued to ramble, it was a trick he'd noticed James employing from 
time to time. At least Jason had forgotten about the Uno, that was something positive. 


Jason's monologue was interrupted by a familiar whine: 
"Jaaaasooooo0on," Kirk pleaded, "Why are you out here?" 


"Wha? Kirk! Are you ok, baby?" Jason stood up and looked around at the sunburned and insect bitten object of 
his affections. 


"Oh Jason!" Kirk theatrically flung himself into Jason's arms, “I'm so sorry | was such a pain. | heard what you 


said, | heard everything. Come back inside, | miss you." 


Lars found himself thinking that if Jason were a dog right now, his tail would be going a million miles an hour. 


As it was, the bassist could barely contain how happy he was to be back in Kirk's good graces. 
| missed you too, Kirk," he was saying, kissing the side of the guitarists head a few times. 
Kirk gripped him around the waist, "C'mon back into the room, you can rub more lotion on my butt if you like." 


Jason couldn't gather up the Uno cards fast enough. 


‘Sorry, Lars man," he said with a half smile and a small shrug, "we'll have to play again tomorrow. I'll see ya 


later." 


"Yeah, ‘night Lars," Kirk said, giving a small wave as he turned to walk back into his room, trailing Jason behind 


him. 


Lars was left alone in the hall feeling slightly queasy and definitely lonely. He sighed to himself, at least there 
was a warm body waiting in his bed for him, he had it a lot better than a lot of people. 


Re-entering his and James’ room, Lars couldn't help but smile at the sleeping form on the bed. He curled up 
under James' arm, where he belonged, where he fit just perfectly, and let the larger man wrap around him in 
a protective ball. James murmured in his sleep. 


"This is nice," Lars thought, "this is really nice." 


The small man was so close to sleep he almost didn't register it at first, the slight sound of bed springs 
creaking from the other room. Then the voices started coming through the paper thin walls and Lars could in 


no way ignore it. 
"Oh yeah..oh God, Jason.yes..ch, please.| love you so much..” 
"Mmm..Kirk.fuck! | love you too..chhh baby.” 


"Fuck," Lars whispered to himself, rubbing a hand over his tired face, "they're even fucking boring when 
they're having sex!" 


XE% 

Two days later Lars was becoming increasingly distressed by James' lack of interest in him. As much as it 
made Lars' mind boggle, James just wasn't interested in sex. Lars’ attentions and subtle hinting either went 
unnoticed or was gently rebuffed by the larger man Lars was getting so desperate he'd even gone to Kirk for 
advice. 

"Hey there Spanky," Kirk said with a wicked smile, looking up at Lars from the bed in his and Jason's room. 


"That nickname isn't funny anymore, Kirk. How would you like it if | called you Mr Likes His Butt Played With?" 


"Well that would never work, it just doesn't have the same ring to it," the guitarist replied with a shake of his 


head, "what's up with you man?" 


Lars sighed and sat down on the bed, which was very messy he noticed, taking a small piece of Kirk's hair and 


playing with it. 

"James won't have sex with me..still” 

"Aw, poor Lars-syl" 

"| know! What should | do, man?" 

Kirk inhaled and put a hand behind his head, thinking, "Have you tried being sluttier?" 
“That's your answer for everything.” 

"Well, it has some application this time. Do you own any buttless chaps?" 

Lars already regretted starting this conversation, "No, | don't own buttless chaps." 
"Hmm, your loss. I'm sure you can improvise though." 


And improvise Lars did, though to little effect. James was completely oblivious to Lars’ walking around the 


room in obscenely tight jeans and ripped t-shirt. Lars was not deterred however; he walked in front of James' 


eye line, which was fairly strongly focused on the television, and bent over right in front of him. 


‘Oops, dropped my pen," Lars said with a breathy small laugh, making sure to rub a hand over the back of his 
thigh as he bent over to retrieve the imaginary piece of stationary. 


"Dude, you're blocking the TV," James grimaced, shifting around to try and get better view of the show. 

Not deterred, Lars moved up to Stage 2 Sluttyness. This would require a prop. Luckily it was fairly easy to 
come by lollypops in Australia. He bought a large red one and bought it back to the room, sitting down next to 
James on the bed again and getting to work. 

"Mmm, tasty," Lars whispered, letting his tongue slide over the candy. 

James grunted but looked over at the smaller man, raising one eyebrow. feeling he was getting a response, 
Lars really went to town on the sweet. His tongue was everywhere, slipping out of his mouth shamelessly, 
rolling around over his lips, he blinked his eyes and lay down on the bed with a little sigh. 


James snorted again, "You'll ruin your teeth if you eat stuff like that." 


Defeated, Lars sighed and bit down on the lolly, "You're right. | think | may go and chat to Jason for a while, he 


owes me a game of Uno." 

"Cool," James said, still watching the TV, "Don't have too much fun, baby." 

"Oh, | won't," Lars replied, waving as he left. 

Staring at Jason over his hand of Uno cards, Lars explained his problem again. Jason was sympathetic: 
"That's gotta suck, man. | can relate." 

"But what should | do?" 

"Hmm.did you try being sluttier?" 

"Yeah, I've already talked to Kirk about this." 

"Ahh," Jason chewed on his bottom lip, thinking, "well-have you tried being less slutty?" 

"Excuse mel?" Lars asked, not sure if he should be insulted by this. 


"You know, being romantic and shit. Break out the charm and such." 


Lars cocked his head, maybe Jason was right about something for once. 


"Ill talk to you later, Jase, ok" 


"Salright," the bassist replied, "| have to go pick up my photos from that 24hr Photo Place anyway. See ya." 


Lars slipped back into his room and headed straight for the shower. He needed some time to get ready.. 


How James Got His Groove Back 


Author's Notes: 
This is the end.my dearest friends, the end.. (| think | may have chaged tense a little there at the end, ah 


well..) 


Jason skipped up the path of the resort, clasping his photos close to his chest. The guy behind the counter 
had given him a funny look when he asked for them, but he thrust it out of him mind, some people are just 


weird. 

The bassist was just too stupidly, amazingly happy to care about some sour faced guy who worked at a photo 
processing place. He had Kirk, he had the band, he had his bass and now he had his photos from the Melbourne 
Zoo trip. He was on Cloud 4! 

He gave Kirk a little kiss on the temple as he slid into a seat opposite the guitarist at the Resort's restaurant 
where they had agreed to meet for lunch. It was a lovely spot, most of the tables were set up on a wooden 
balcony which jutted out over some artificial rainforest. Jason could hear wild bird calls and the light tinkling of 
water in the background. He was sorry it was their last day here. 

"Hey Jase," Kirk said with a sweet smile, "What you got there?" 


"Photos from the last week or so. This one's all the Melbourne Zoo ones.." Jason replied, opening the packet. 


"There's a couple of Sydney in here too.." he murmured, sliding Kirk a few shots he had taken of the Opera 
House and the Harbour Bridge. 


"Uh huh," Kirk nodded, sipping his tea and looking down at the photos. 


Jason flipped through a few more boring photos, uninteresting ones of him and Lars, him and James, Kirk and 


Lars standing in front of various landmarks till he got to the Melbourne Zoo shots. 


"Ah! Here we go! Here's me and Jackie." Jason put the photo down on the table for Kirk to see. Kirk nodded 


again and made more pleased noises as he bit into his sandwich. 
"Here's James and that kangaroo..man, he was grumpy that morning.” 
"Oh yeah, | remember." 


"And, this is you and that baby wombat. You look great in this one, | think | might get it framed." 


Jason continued to go through the photos, providing commentary for each one. Kirk examined each carefully, 
being careful to not touch the photographs with his sandwich-y fingers. Suddenly Jason stopped in his 


monologue, his eyes going wide and his face turning an interesting shade of pale. 
"Baby, what is it? Are they not our photos?" Kirk asked 


"|.1 don't think so," Jason's voice wavered a little. He pulled the photo which had caught his attention out of the 
pile and pushed it over to Kirk Kirk frowned and looked down. 


Looking back up at the guitarist was Lars, but not Lars as Kirk knew him. This wasn't the loud, self confident 
drummer Kirk was used to, this.this was something else. Lars' mouth was gagged, his face flushed and sweaty. 
In the corner of the photo, slightly out of focus, Kirk could see that Lars was handcuffed to the bed he was 
lying on. But it was Lars' eyes which were staring straight into the camera that caught Kirk the most; they 
were heavy and full of lust, a darker green than normal but still somehow managing to look shocked and a little 
frightened at the same time. This was a side of Lars Kirk knew he very rarely showed, a side he only showed 


one person, 
"Holy shit!" Jason exclaimed, sliding more photos over to Kirk, "There's more!" 

Five more photos came over the table. These were of the whole of Lars, tied down to the bed, legs and arms 
spread wide. There was a few just of a very familiar hand squeezing the red flesh of Lars' buttocks. Kirk's 
brow furrowed. Fuck! James must have really gone to town on that ass! 

"You..you think Lars really likes being treated like that?" Jason's voice was small and his face was unreadable. 
Kirk sighed, he could almost hear Jason's brain breaking from where he was sitting. 


"Lots of people like different things, babe," Kirk answered, placing a hand over Jason's. 


"| know..but.but.he looks scared here," Jason slid over a few more photos, ones of Lars fighting against the 


bonds and shaking his head at his semi-anonymous captor. 
"Fear's part of the attraction | think." Kirk lifted an eyebrow, looking through the candid shots. 


"Whoa!" Jason said when he finally got to that last photo, Kirk slid over to the seat next to his partner to look 


over his shoulder. 
"Whoa!" he echoed. 


This one had Lars being pulled over onto his side by one arm, the skin on his chest was pulled taught making 
his ribs stick out. The gag was still in, Lars head hanging back against the pillow. His eyes were wide and his 


cheeks pink It was oddly innocent and sexual at the same time. 


It was fucking hot.. 

Kirk gathered up the photos, "We should give these to James or Lars now, sweetheart." 

"But..but.." Jason looked up at Kirk, "They were taken with my camera, | should be able to keep them!" 

Kirk laughed, "You like them that much, huh?" 

"Well. maybe a little," the bassist blushed, getting up from the table and gathering up the more touristy shots. 
"Hey Kirk?" he asked as they walked back to their room. 

"Yeah, babe?" 

"Where do you think James got those handcuffs?" 

EK 

Lars fell back against the soft resort mattress. He sighed, as much as he loved making out with James he 
found himself wishing things would go a little further. Every time he tried to move things along though, by 
moving his hands down to James to waistband, or trying to get under the larger man's body, he was pushed 
back, not in a hurtful way, just enough to get the message across. 

"Are you feeling ok, baby?" James asked, tucking a stray piece of hair behind Lars’ ear. 

"Yeah, I'm fine. How you going, big guy?" 

"Pretty good, now you mention it," James said with a smile, continuing to stroke Lars’ soft hair. 

Lars placed a hand on James’ shoulder. He resigned himself to his fate. He could learn to live with never having 
sex again. Lots of people were happy and successful without sex in their lives.there must be some out 


there.he was sure about it. 


There was a soft knock on the door and Lars saw something be pushed under the gap. It looked like a photo 
with a Post It on the front. James got up to pick up the delivery. 


James looked down at the photo, most of it was obscured by the Post It which had something written on it: 


IF YOU WANT THE REST OF THESE BACK TELL ME WHERE YOU GOT THE HANDCUFFS! 
LOVE, 
A PERFECT STRANGER 
(DEFINITLY NOT JASON) 


James growled when he saw the photo, Jason was going to pay dearly for this! 

Lars sat up on the bed in shock when James almost walked straight thought the door. He heard an oddly 
feminine shriek from the hall. Looks like someone was in trouble. Lars pulled on a pair of his sweat pants and 
hurried out. James had Jason around the neck pushed up against the wall. 

"Give me the rest of the fucking photos, you little piece of shit!" 

Jason was croaking and prying at James's fingers, "Ok.Ok.just, please let go." 

James let go, allowing Jason to fall to the floor. 

"| was gonna give them back, | swear!" Jason cried out, "Here! Take them.” 

James snatched the photos out of Jason's hand and held them close. 

"What were you fucking thinking, Newstead?" 

Jason turned very red as he stood up, "ljust want to know where you got the handcuffs." 

"You can get them fucking anywhere! Joke stores, costume shops, sex shops. Anywhere!" 


"Really." Jason's hands came together in front of his body, he obviously had something to think about. 


"Yeah. I'm going to fucking bed. | don't want any more fucking trouble from youl" James grunted at Jason as he 


walked back into his room, already distracted by the photos. 

To be honest, after everything that had happened the past week, James had almost forgotten he'd taken them. 
Fuck! He'd almost forgotten about the whole night, it seemed so long ago. He looked through the photos, settling 
on the last one for closer examination. It was Lars, looking so vulnerable, so small and delicate, his eyes wide 


and needy, wanting him so desperately.. 


That same Lars was pushing up against his side now, asking him if everything was alright, blinking those big 
eyes. James laughed, he showed Lars the photos, just so he could watch his face go red. 


"Oh fuck! How the fuck did Jason get a hold of those! Fuck!" Lars squirmed against James, grasping and 
ungrasping his hands on the larger man's t-shirt. 


James chuckled, "I don't think it was his fault babe. | think | may have taken them with his camera by mistake." 


Lars whined and buried his head against James’ side, "You have to be more careful in future." 


"| will be! Don't worry about that." 


Lars flopped down on the bed, hands falling above his head, his eyes found on the television again, purely for 
something to do. James sat beside him and flipped though the photos, examining each one for some time. He 


handed one over to Lars. 

"You look fucking hot in this one," he said, stroking a hand up Lars’ thigh. 

Lars cocked an eyebrow, this was an interesting development. 

"Yeah?" 

"Fuck yeah!" 

James leant down over Lars, kissed him. The kisses were passionate this time, full of heat. Lars sighed into 
James' mouth and let the other man's tongue pass his lips. When he felt James start to push more of his 
weight down on him, Lars couldn't suppress the shiver of anticipation which ran through him. His hands 


pressed against the bed headboard. 


"Uh..James," he whispered when the kiss finally broke, when James moved down to start kissing his neck, "oh 


God..you..you want to fuck me, don't you?" 

Lars could barely contain himself. It'd only been two days without sex but he already felt on fire and all James 
was doing was kissing him! He was just so happy, James was back! His hungry, dominating, sexy James was 
back and he was going to get what he wanted! 

"No, baby, | don't want to fuck you," came the dark whisper into Lars’ ear. 

Lars felt his heart stop beating, he stopped breathing for a few moments. His eyes fell closed. 


"What | want to do tonight, baby, is make love." 


Lars' world started to spin once more, he let his head fall back against the pillow and let James' mouth begin 


to travel. James pushed himself back up on his elbows, he fumbled around for the remote in the mess of the 


bed sheets and used it to turn off the television 


Then Lars was being kissed again and it wasn't rough kisses, demanding kisses, they were firm and strong 
willed, but not harsh. Lars gave a small gasp when James’ hands started to stroke his flanks, just where he 


was ticklish, just where it made him wriggle. James smiled around the kiss and moved away from Lars' mouth. 


James shifted and picked up one of Lars’ hands. He examined it at first, taking the hand in, before laying a 


small kiss to the tip of each finger. Lars stroked his other hand down James’ waist, rubbed across his lower 


back, pushed his fingertips under the back of James’ jeans. 
He heard James give another low laugh, "You're eager." 
‘|| missed you, | wanted you. Fuck! I've miss- Aah!" 


Lars inhaled sharply when James laid his warm mouth on the delicate skin on the inside of his wrist, that 
tongue slipping out and flicking across the pulse point. James kept planting small kisses down the inside of Lars' 


arm, each one overlapping the other so the pace was amazingly slow, languorous. 


James finally found his way to the inside crook of Lars’ elbow, stopping to kiss and lick at the thin flesh there 
too. Lars bit his lip to swallow a groan but couldn't stop the way his toes curled against the sheets. His 


unattended arm spasmed and came up to his face, already shaking. 


The hand resting against his face was picked up as well, the same slow kissing progression was made. Lars 
moaned when James found the crook of his elbow once more, his hips jerking upwards almost of their own will 


He tried to push down his sweat pants but was stopped once again but James’ strong hands. 
"You're shameless, you know that. But | love that about you." 


Lars wanted to say something in return, wanted to answer James, but when he opened his mouth all that 
managed to come out was a small, breathy ‘oooh: This was because James was kissing him again, working his 
mouth incredibly slowly over Lars' chest, collarbone, sternum, everywhere but his nipples. James hands slid 


over his stomach, rested just below his belly button, sent fire spinning through Lars’ skin 


Lars placed a hand on the side of James' head, just let it rest there, let it anchor him to the experience. Blood 
was beginning to rush to his face, he felt lightheaded, the room wasn't spinning yet but there was a definite 
rock to it. He didn't even realise that he was talking at first, it took a second to recognise the soft shaking 


voice as his own. 
"James, p-please James. l.l'm.] don't know. want you..so bad..ch God." 


"Shh, shh," James lay a soothing hand on Lars' forehead, stroked down the side of his face, "Be patient, baby, 


patience..." 


James’ thumb came to rest on the bow of Lars’ lips, the smaller man flicked out his tongue to taste it, 
drawing it over the pad. James lowered his head and turned his attentions to Lars' navel, kissing above and 


below it, circling his tongue around it before finally dipping into it. 


James looked up the small body underneath him, Lars was shaking with each breath he drew in. He traced his 
fingers over the soft flesh of Lars' stomach, drawing small patterns with his fingers, working down in slow, 
wide loops and curls. When he finally started pushing down Lars' sweat pants, James heard a groan and knew 


he was moving at just the right pace. 


A kiss was placed over every inch of space uncovered as the pants were pushed down. Soon James had his 
face pushed up against the heat of Lars’ cock. He buried his face in the tight curls there and breathed in 
something that was unmistakably Lars, something he loved. The pants were discarded quickly, as were James' 
clothes. 


James tried to head back down Lars' body but was pulled up by insistent arms, kissed hungrily. He was pulled 
back to lying on top of Lars, their bodies intertwining. Lars wrapped his legs around James’ hips, keeping him in 


place as they ground together. James returned to running his lips over Lars' neck and ears again. 


James hands tickled down the side of Lars‘ ribs. Lars wrapped his arms around James’ neck and moaned, 
another shameless move on his part. James‘ mind began to spin as Lars ran his fingernails over his back, 
clutched at flesh on his hips. The larger man growled, sucking at a small piece of skin just below Lars’ ear and 


pulling back to look down at the mark left there with some satisfaction. 


Lars shifted under James, eyes closing as he felt James start to drag his fingers between his legs. James was 
still moving slowly, dragging every touch out, waiting for Lars to reach that point, that one point where 
everything scattered. 


James grabbed the flesh of Lars buttocks, pulled the small body upwards to rest on his lap. Lars whispered 
his name, let his head roll to the side, placed his ankles on James’ shoulders. He didn't even have the energy to 


cry out when James entered him, achingly slow in his movements. 


Then they're moving together, joined, one body, one mind. James leans over, stretches the joints in Lars’ hips 
to their limits, pushing his knees close to his face. Lars squirms and gasps, pain brushing at the edge of his 


consciousness. 
"James..please..please.." 


More hushing, more languorous kisses, more slow thrusts. Lars begins to push back against James, knots 
fingers in thick hair, begging for something he can't really express. James finally begins to move faster, pinning 


Lars hands down onto the mattress, pushing faster. 


Lars can't think, can barely breathe, he's so close, he can taste James on his lips when he licks them, can feel 
the pressure of James’ hands on his wrists even after he moves them. James is all around him, everywhere, 


outside and inside, below and above. 


James grabs Lars’ cock in his hand, strokes the shaft firmly in time with his movements. It seems to only 
take a few moments before Lars is coming, thick white strands of cum splattering over both their chests. 
James moves faster, letting Lars’ legs fall off his shoulders, letting them fall wide and open for him, giving him 


more access, more room. 


James gives a sharp almost bark as he comes, jerking into Lars one last time before falling onto him. Lars 


wraps himself back around James, not letting him move, not yet.please.. 

Kisses are exchanged, faces are stroked before James moves, rolling off to the side and throwing an arm 
possessively over Lars' chest. They just look at each other for some time, smiling, just taking each other in, 
wanting to remember this, just this moment. 

Lars breaks the silence, as he often does: 

"lm glad you're back" 

"Where did | go?" James smiles lazily. 


"l'm not sure..but you're back..you're back with me now. 


James snorts, not quite understanding, but pulls Lars closer. Lars is happy, everything's fine. They lie in silence 
for some time, just enjoying being close to each other, laughing softly every now and again 


The walls in the Resort are so thin though, so very thin, and soon they can hear slight thumping from Kirk 
and Jason's side of the partition. Lars begins to giggle, burying his face into James' side. 


"Fuck!" James can't help but laugh too, he sits up and thumps on the wall a few times, "Keep it down, you 
bastards!" 


The thumping only speeds up, then the unmistakable sound of smacking layers over the top of it. Lars laughs 
harder, this was almost too good. That's when Jason started talking.. 


"Yeah..that's it.who's my dirty bitch?" 
"l am.oh, | am." Kirk replied 


James raised an eyebrow. 


"No I'm not," Kirk moaned, "lm naughty, I'm a naughty, bad bitch." 
"Ok, whatever you want." 


Lars came to the conclusion that Jason was not a natural dominator, it just wasn't something that came 


naturally to some people. James sighed beside him. 


Is a good thing that kid can play the bass." 


"Hmm," Lars rolled over onto his stomach, crossing his ankles and bringing them up to sway behind his head, 


"You know this is our last night here, we're flying out tomorrow morning.’ 
"Yeah, | know." 
"| spose you never want to come here again." 


James shrugged, lifting up one arm and catching one of Lars' feet when it dipped close to his face, "It's not so 


bad. | don't want to move here or anything, but its not too bad" 


Lars gave a little jerk when James kissed the arch of his foot, still holding it firmly. From the other side of 


the wall Kirk started wailing, the smacking became louder. 


"Fuck! We're definitely getting rooms far apart from each other when we get to the next hotell" James banged 


on the wall again. 

"They're alright. The next place has sound proof walls anyway." 

"You're my clever little bunny, aren't you?" James smirked and kissed the foot again, "So clever..." 
Lars just grinned. 


He was starting to like Australia. 


